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SCENE, @ grocer”s ſhop. Young Cockney writing, and men 
weighing tea, Sc. Priſcilla and Penelope at work. 
. E 8 29 3 2 © 
AIL, London! nobleſt mart on earth, 
Unrivall'd ſtill in commerce reign 
Whence riches, honours, arts, have Eirth, 
And induſtry ne'er toils in vain, | 

F. Cock. [comes forward.) Come, pray ladies, go ſome- 
Where elſe with your work : is not there the parlour for 
you, but you muſt bring your litter into the ſhop ? Who 

do you think can come into the ſhop, when you take up 
the room in this way ? 

Pen, I wiſh, brother, you would let us alone. 

Priſ. Ay! mind your figs, and your raiſins, and your 
brown ſugar, and let us alone, will you? — Now, Miſs 
Penny, if you'll go in for your work-baſket, we will take 
out the canvaſ:, and begin the flowers immediately. 

Y. Cock, Come, Miſs Priſſy, get off that ſtool—I want 
to put it behind the counter. | | | 

Priſ. I won't give it you. | 

Y. Cock. If you won't, Miſs, I'll call my papa, and ſee 
what he'll ſay to ycu. 

Priſ. There, take your ſtool, you naſly, ugly, conceit- 
ed, ill-natured- 995 [ Throws it at him. 
T. Cock. Look there now, did you ever ſee any thing 

ſo unmannerly ? Miſs Prifly, I wonder you are not aſham- 
ed of yourſelt ; but this is the breeding you got in the 
plantations - Vou know you was turn'd out of Hackney 
boarding-ſchool, for beating the governeſs, and knocking 
down the dancing-maſter—I belizve you think you have 
got among your blackamoors ; but you are not got among 
your blackamoors now, Miſs, | 

4 4 Indeed, Miſs Penny, it is very hard he ſhould in- 
vent ſuch ſtories of me. If you believe me, I never touch'd 
the governeſs in all my life. - | 

Pen, Upon my word, I wiſh you two would never come 
together ; you are always fighting and ſquabbling. 

Z. Cock. Then why does ſhe play ſuch tricks? 

Pri/. Then why do you ever come near me? I neither 
love you nor like you; nor rever ſhall, that's more: I 
have told you ſo a hundred times, | [ ready, 

Pen, I ſwear one would think you huſband and wiſe al- 

Pri/. I his wife! I would as lief be married to the old- 
cloaths-man ; indeed I ſhould not lixe to be call'd Mrs. 
Cockney. 42 x Z. Cock. 
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T. Cick. Why not? Mrs. Cockney is as good a name 
as Miſs Tomboy, I hope. N 

Priſ. No, it is not as good a name. 

Y. Cock, Ves, it is; but that's not as you pleaſe= that's 
as my uncle Barnacle pleaſes, He is to be in town to-day, 
I can teli you that for your comfort; and ſee what he'll 
ſay to you about the boarding- ſchool. 

* Pi). I don't care for him, nor you, nor the boarding- 
{chcol neither, f | 

Y. Cock. There, by Gog aud Magog, ſhe ſays ſhe does 
ndt care for my uncle Barnacle, By Jove, there's a rod 
in pickle for you, Miſs! 

Pri. | tell you what, Maſter Watty, if you ſay much 
more, o*cod I'll throw ſomething at you. 

Pen. Nay, nay, kiſs and friends. i 

Pi. 1 won't kifs him—1 would ſpit in his face firſt, 

Hen. Prithee, prithee— : 

Pri/. Iwill not, Miſs Penny: he never lets me alone: 
But III tell his urcle Barnacle of him; and if he's not 
well thump'd for his impudence, I Won't fiay in the houſe, 
that's what I won't. | 

Y. Coe. Look there again now——Well, *tis all over 
then; I wont ſay nothing no more—See how ſhe frowng — 
Lord, there's no ſuch thing as jeſting with you.—I was 
not in earneſt—[ was nat, upon my honour and credit. 

a Come, Miſs Priſſy, deal ſincerely, — 
Faith and troth 1 love you dearly : 

Pſha! nay, never look ſo queerly, 
But at once let's kiſs and friends. 

For the future we'll endeavour 

To deſerve each other's favour, 

Zooks, make hands; why now that's clever, | 
And here all our quarrel ends. [Ex. T. Coct. and Pen. 

P,;/. Quaſheba, Quaſheba ! bring down my work.— 
[ Enter Duaſheba.]—W hy don't you make haſte ? - 

Puaſn, Ves, Miſſy; here, Miſſy. [ Lets the work-bag Fall. 

Pri/. See how ſhe lets it fall—— Take it up again 
Here, thread my needle——Where are you going now! 
Stand behind my back. 


Ye maidens all, come liſten to my ditty, 
And ponder well the words which I ſhall fay ; 
A damſel once there dwelt in London city, 
Whoſe tender heart a young man ſtole away. 
Her guardian croſs, would fain bave made her marry 
A grocer's prentice living in Cheapfide 
But he with her his point could never carry, 
For ſooner than conſent the would have died. 
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Ye maidens, by this damſel take example, 
And never fickle nor falſe-hearted prove; 
Nor let old folks on your affections trample, 
For what's the world, compar'd to one's true love? 


Enter Penelope. : 

Pin. 1 obſerve you are always finging that ſong. Pri- 
thee, where could you pick up ſuch ſtuff? It ſeems to be 
a great favourite of yours, | 

Priſ. Why ſo it is; for what do you think? I made is 
myſelf : I did upon my— | 

Pen. Oh, fie, Miſs ! don't ſwear, 

Pri/. Lord, you are mighty precize— Quaſheba, get 
out — I want to talk with Miſs Penny alone—no, ſtay, 
come back, I will ſpeak before her— But, if ever I hear, 
huſſy, that you mention a word of what I am going to ſay, 
to any one elſe in the houſe, I will have you horſe-whipp'd 
till there is not a bit of fleſh left on your bones, 

Pen. Oh, poor creature ! 

Pri/. Pſha! what, ſhe is but a neger: If ſhe was at 
home in our plantations, ſhe would find the difference; we 
make no account of them there at all. If I had a fancy for 
one of their ſkins, I ſhould not think much of taking it. 

Pen. I ſuppoſe then you imagine they have no feeling? 

Priſ. Oh, we never conſider that there - But I ſay, Miſs 
Penny, I have a ſecret to tell you— I hate your brother 
worſe than poiſon, I know very well your uncle Barnacle 
has a mind to marry me to him; but if he is left my guar- 
dian, and I am ſent over to London for my education, I - 
don't ſee any right he has to chuſe me a huſband though, 

Pen. And pray, what is your diſlike in my brother? 

Priſ. Why, I don't know; I don't like him at all 
there's nothing gay or agreeable in him ; beſides you 
know he will be but a grocer ; and why ſhould I marry a 
tradeſman, when I can have a gentleman ? 

Pen. Can you? © 

Pri/. Ves, faith, can I; and one of the ſweeteſt, pret- 
tieſt gentleman you ever ſet your two good looking eyes 
on ;—quite another thing from your brother ;—with a 
fine bag and ſword. -] dare ſware the lace of his coat 
a lone would burn to a matter of two guineas. 

Priſ. And pray, what is this gentleman ? 

Pri. You ſaw him once; yes, you did. Don't you re- 
member the young captain that came into Miſs La Blund's 
ſhop the other day, when you were buying your pampa- 
dour and green ribbons; and I aſk'd you if you did not 
think him a handſome man? and you ſaid you did, Don't 
you remember? Penn. 


fn 
Pen. I believe I remember ſomething of it. 
Priſ. Well, I got acquainted with him there; and now 


the whole affair is ſettled between ue, and we are to be 


married immediately. 

Pen. This is a ſecret indeed. 

Pri/. Ay, and I can tell you a ſecret about you too 
You are to be married to ſome very great lord your couſin 
Molly has got acquainted with at the other end of the 
town. . But ſhall 1 tell you now, who I bate as bad as your 
brother ?—I hate your couſin Molly Cockney, with her 
conceit and her hoarſe voice—She's always at me, Miſs, 
hold up your head—Mifs, that is not polite—Miſs, don't 
lollop.“ Ecod, laſt Sunday, if we had not been in 
church, I would have hit her a flap in the face. 

Pen. Well, but my dear, how are you to marry this gen- 
tleman ?—You don't deſign to run away with him? 

Priſ. No, I don't; I have written a letter to him to let 
bim know my guardian will be in town to-day ; and I have 
deſired him to come here, and propoſe for me. 

Pen, I am ſure my uncle will not conſent, 

Priſ. Why then, I will run away with him—!I don't 


think, Miis Penny, but if he was to ſtand with his arms 


open to receive me, but what I could leap out of the two 
air of ſtairs window, without being hurt the leaſt bit 
eſides, I would not marry your brother on another ac- 


- count— There is poor Miſs La Blond, the millener, over 


the way; he has been courting her a matter of a twelve- 

month, and though ſhe's come of French diſtraction, there 

is not a more friendlier girl this day in all England. | 
Pen, Well, once more, I ſay, take care of my uncle. 
Priſ. Miſs Penpy, it does not fignify talking to me ;—I 


am neither in leading ſtrings nor hanging ſleeves ; and I 
don't want him to leave me any thing; and why ſhould 


not I pleaſe myſelf ? and, what's more, I will too. 


Perhaps he may take it in dugdeon ; 
So let him—the peeviſh curmudgeon : 
Egad, if you mind me, 
As ftout you ſhall find me, 
As he is bluff. 
The Captain has won my heart, 
And who ſhall my humour thwart ! 
I like him, and lovè him; 
And ſince I approve him, 
T'll have him, aud that's enough. 


| I'm ſick when I think of your brother! 
And was there on earth ne'er anothgr, 
Hie ſhould not my mind ſubdue : 8 
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To wed him they may force me, | 
But then he'll ſoon divorce me, 
For faith he ſhall ſing cukoo. 
Perhaps he may, &c [Exits 

Enter Young Cochney and Barnacle, meeting Old Cockney. 

Y. Cock. O la, papa! here's my uncle Barnacle, 

O. Coct. Odſo !—is he indeed? - Brother, you are wel- 
come to town. Son Walter, run in, and deſire your un- 
cle's chamber to be got ready directly. 

Barn. Stay, hold, young man Who do you belong to? 
. Cock. La! why, don't you know me uncle? Iam. 
Four nephew. 

O. Cock. Ay—don't you know Watty—my ſon Walter? 

Barn. Why, this is not your ſon Walter? 

Y.Cock.Yes, but I am, upon my honour and credit, uncle. 

Barn. Upon your honour, firrah !—And who told you 
you had any honour ? —What has a ſhopkeeper to do with 


honour ?—1I had no honour when J was a ſhopkeeper. I _ 


knew you were always a conceited, idle young raſcal- But 
who taught you to ſwear, and put all that flour and ſuet 
on your head? | | MET. 

. Cock, O Lord, uncle, don't ſpoil my hair. $7 

O. Cock. Don't, brother, don't. he's going among 
young ladies. | 8 

Barn. He's going to the devil but you had better not 
provoke me, brother Nie Cockney, you had better not 
provoke me——1 defire he may go and take off that coat 
and waiſtcoat directly. Ea 

O. Cock, Well, well, he ſhall don't be in a paſſion—Step 
in, child, and take off your things, do—there's a good boy. 

F. Cock. La, papa !. upon my honour- . 

Barn. Again, ſirrah !\——Bring his every day cloaths 
and his fuſtian ſleeves here into the ſhop—I will have him 

ſtrip before my face ! LE, On : 

O. Cock. Go, child, do as your uncle bids. you. 

Barn, Upon his honour, indeed !—Why; Nic, I hear 
you are going to ſet up your coach, and marry your daugh- 
ter to I don't know who.—Trades-people are out of their 
ſenſes now-a-days ;—no ſooner are they a little above the 
world, but they muſt have town-houſe and country-houſe'; . 
every night running junketing to gardens and play-houſes ; 
and, in a year or two, there is eighteen-pence in the pound 
for their creditors. | | 

Enter Young Cocknty, with an apron on. 
Y. Cock. Well, now, uncle. | : 
Barn, Ay, tow you are ſomething like—but why a w_ | 


— 
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fled ſhirt?—I never wore a ruffled ſhirt but on a Sunday 
and, come here—w hat's that I ſee at your knees, a pair of 
paſte-buckles ? Why, ſirrab, you muſt rob tbe till, or go 
upon the high-way, for all this Give me them out direct- 
Iy—I will have them. [Young Cockney delivers them up, 
2. Cock. But you'll let me have them again, I hope. 

Barn. No, I won't—and now let his frippery be Pla at 
Rag - Fair — ] ſhou'd like to ſee it ſwinging under an old- 
cloaths-man's penthouſe. L Exit Old Cocłney. 

Y. Cock. Pray, uncle, give me my buckles. 

Barn, I will not, firrah !—and look at yonder door 
how can you expect to have cuſtomers come into the ſhop, 
while you keep your door in ſuch condition? When I 
was *prentice, the firſt thing I did every morning was to 
ſcrape the door—— Here, Richard, have you never a ſho- 
vel in the houſe ?—-Give him a ſhovel, [Servant brings a 
ſhovel, J— There, firfah, take this ſhovel, go to work ;—. 
and, when I come out again, let me ſee the ſteps clean 


Enough to dine upon, 
You filly old aſs, 
To come te this paſs : 
At fiſty your follies begin you! 
Art mad, or in drink ? 
For my part, I think 
The devil himſelf is got in you ! 


And you, maſter fop, 
Go ſtick to your ſhop, 
And ſhew yourſelf handy and willing; 
Or elſe, do you ſee, 
Take this much from me; 


I'll cut you both off with a ſhilling: Exit. 

J. Cock, I won't ſcrape the door; I wiſh | may be burn'd 

if I do—— Here, Richard, give that ſhovel to the porter, 
and let him do i. To be ſet out in this trim before every 
body !— But I will get my coat and waiſtcoat again, that 
I will, and put them on in ſpite of him.—My father ex- 
peas he will leave us ſomething in his will, and ſo he bears 
with him: but he mall not make a fool of me; no, no, I 
am t.0 wiſe for that. [ Exit, 
SCENE, Cockney's houſe, Enter Penelofe and Mifs La Blond. 
Pen. Now, my dear, you will nat fail to let me have thoſe 
things in a couple of hours: for we expect our Ry 
early in the evening—And prithee, let me ſee you ſome- 
times. Where was you on Sunday? We were in expecta- 

tion all that day, that you would have ſtepp'd over to us. 
La Blond. And, upon my word, fo I intended—but in 
the morning I went to the gallery at St. James's to — 
| 8 
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the court go to chapel; for we were obliged to get a pat- 

tern of one of her Majeſty's caps for Mrs. Ifcariot, a Jew 
entlewoman, that lives upon Fihh-ſtreet-hill—Ia the even- 

ing, Enſign Scald, of the Middleſex militia, took ſiſter 

Sukey and I to the Dog and Duck, and coming home, we 

called for a little fun in at the Quaker's mecting. | 

Pen. But, pray, my dear, let me aſk you—ls there not 
ſome coldneſs between you and my brother of late ? 

La Blond. O la, Miſs Penny! as if you did not know; 
— Watty has not put his foot into our ſhop theſe fix 

Pen. Upon my word, this is the firſt I have heard of it. 

La Blond. However, Miſs Penny, it is not that vexes me, 
but his rudeneſs when he meets one in a public place The 
other night at Mile-end aſſembly, he took no more notice 
of me than if I had been a dog—T don't know that he hid 
any reaſon to be aſham'd of my company — I was there with 
Miſs Fly bow, a great butcher's daugMer, in Newyate- 
market; I'm ſure ſhe'll have a matter of ſix thouſand 
pounds to her fortune, and we came in Mr. Deputy Dump- 
lin's own chariot, that waited for us all the while. | 

: Enter Young Cockney. | | 

Y. Cock. Siſter, they want the key of the beaufet, to get 
the ſpoons and the filver candleſticks. 

Pen. Oh ! brother! come here. How is it you har 
affronted Miſs La Blond? She tells me, you have — 
very ill to her. = 

T. Cock. Who, I behave ill to her! Lord, Miſs La 
Blond, I wonder how you can hb on a body ſo! I'll be 
judged by any body in the world; I am ſure I have not 
ſpoke a civil word to her, I don't know the day when. 

Pen, Well, 2nd more ſhame for you. 

La Blond. Oh! pray don't ſcold him, Miſs Penny; 
Maſter Watty may ſpezsk or let it alone, juſt as he pleaſes. 
But perbaps, Sir, you think I don't know the reafon of all 
this — There's a Weſt-Indian fortune in the houſe—TI am 
below your notice noa but, believe me, you are every bit 
as much below mine. { Exit. 

Y. Cock. Do you know, ſiſter Penny, that ſhe has given 
It out all over the town, that I am ſwore to her on a book; 
and, if I am, it won't bold good in law, for it was only 
Robinſon Cruſoe, | | | 

Enter Old Cockney, a maid ſervant, and Priſcilla. 

O. Cock. Come, Margery, let vs ſee how you have ſet- 

tled the things for the company—have you duſted well and 
"i | B | {wep 
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ſwept—no cobwebs, nor ſlut's corners Have you put cane 
dles-1n all the ſconces ? Come, Penny, child, go into the 
next room, and help the maid to ſet out the ſilver coffee» 
pot, and beſt (uit of burnt china on the tea-table. . 

| [ Exeunt Penny and maid. 
Cock. When we begin to dance, papa, who ſhall I 
tike out for a partner ? 

O. Cock. Let me confiler —— 
Pri. Miſs La Blond, to be ſure. 

O. Cich, Miſs Muzzy, Deputy Muzzy's daughter, child; 
The is a very great fortune, But I mull go and order card- 
tables in the next room. [ Extt, 

Priſ. O Lord, Watty, ſee here if I have not tore my 


wn. 
Z. Cock. I am glad of it. | 
Priſ. Ard why are you glad of it? 
J. Cock. Becauſe I am. Who ſent for you up ftairs ? 
Pr. Why, your uncle Barnacle deſired me to come up. 
.7.'Coch, My uncle Barnacle! I do not believe it. 
Priſ. 1 am ſure but he did though; he called a bit agone 
at the ſhop, and ſaid he'd be hete preſently, _ 
Z. Cock, Well, if you dine with us, you ſhall not ſtay in 
the evening to dance. 
Prif. Lil, if J like it. 
F. Coct. You ihan'r, Miſs. 
Priſ. Maſter Watty, why don't you go to ſee poor Mif: 
La Blond * The folks ſay, ſhe is going mad for love of 
you; I m ſure, you ought to marry her, : 
Y. Cock. l am ſure, I won't, though—l1 would let her 
go to Bedl im firſt, | | | 
Priſ. EcodT believe ſhe is only waking game. [Runs off. 
V. Cock. I'm determined ſhe ſhall not dance 1o-night, 
for ber aſſurance ; I will go this moment, and teli my pa- 
pa of her, that I will, Ii. 
Enter Barnacle and Sight'y, | 
En. Bufnefs with me, Sir ! Well, Sir, come this way, 
and let me hear it; 1 don't know that | ever ſaw your face 
before, | | 
Sgt. I don't believe you ever did, Sir; but if you will 
have patience : 
Barn. And ſuppoſe I don't chuſe to have patience, ate 
ou t» give me laws in my cn houſe ? No drago»ning 
here, good Captain; you are in the city of London, Sir; 
we are not to be put under military execution here. 
Sigbi. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 


Bara. 
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Barn, None of your rudeneſs to me, Sir—T have been 
underſtood by your betters ; but I ſuppoſe you are diſ- 
banded, and want to raiſe money upon your balf-pay—— 
Well, I won't deal with you—l have loſt money enough 
al:eady by the army—1 have a note of hand by me from 
one of your captains, for four pounds ten ſhillings and ſix- 
nce. BH | hs 

Sight, But, Sir, my buſineſs is of a very different nature 
— There is a young lady, who, I underſtand is ur:der your 
care; and, if you pleaſe to read that letter i 

Barn. Ha! ba! ha! a leiter fiom the young lady her- 
ſelf, to you, I ſuppoſe, Sir; de ſiring you to come and ſk 
my conſent to marry her ?—So then you are a fortunc- 
hurter— What ſervant-maid in the neighbourhood now 
have you been getting intelligence from about this girl and 
| her money ? And, if you ſucceed, how muzh commiſſion, 
how much bro erage ? SFO OR 

Sight. Sir, I am a gentleman. 

Barn. Well, Sir, and what then, Sir ?—Have you got 
any money in the funds, Captain? My father was a pin- 
maker, and I have forty thouſand pounds there, 

$ight. Sir, 1 muſt tell you—— 

Barn, And, Sir, I muſt tell you What, I ſuppoſe, be- 
cauſe fightiog is your trade, you come vi et armis to cut my 
throat. If that's the caſe, I muſt call for athſkance Here, 
John ! Thomas! Richard ! £ 

S:gb:, Upon my word, Mr, Barnacle—— 

Barn, Well, and upon my word too—Sir, [ believe, my 
word will go as far as yours; if you go to that, Wha: do 
yon come to affront me in my own houſe ?—-Do you know, 
Sir, that you have treated me «ith great ill m-nners ? Dam- 
me, if ever I was ſq abuſed in my lfe.—The fir people 
in the kingdom have come cap in hand to me—And ſhall 
à Puppy | 

Sight, Puppy ! Sir—— 

Look you, Sir, your years protect you, 
No vain terrors need affect you, 
Scorn alone from me you'll meet: 
But in pity I adviſe you, 
Leit another ſhould chaſtiſe you, 
6 Learn with gentlemen to treat. 
Lor the lady, free the choſe me ; 
Neither brib'd, nor forc'd her voice; 
And, however you vppoſ2 me, | 
Know, I dare maintain her choice. Exit. 
Enter Young Cockn:y. | 
Bar. This is an incendiary ; we ſhall have aa ill-ſpent 


B 2 letter 
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letter to-morrow, or next day, thrown into the airy, threa- 

* to burn the houſe. Here, Walter, call that fellow 
ack, 4; 

Y. Cock. Call that fellow back, 

Barn. Call him back yoyrſelf. 

Y. Cock. Captain, Captain ! come bak, come back? 

Re-enter Sightly. | 

Sight. Well, what do you want ? 

T. Cock. My uncle wants to ſpeak to you. 
Barn. Bid Priſcilla Tomboy come hither. 
. Cock. Bid Priſcilla Tomboy come hither. 
| Enter Priſcilla and Penelope. 

Barn, Vil put an end to this affair direAly,—Captain, 
if you pleaſe, I want to ſpeak with you again one moment. 
Come here, Miſs P. iſſy, did you ever fee this young gen- 
tl: man before ? 

Pri. Ves, to be ſure ] did. 

Earn. Well, but you never wrote to him, did you? 

Prij. Yes, but I did though. | 

* where did you get acquainted with bim, 
miſtreſs 

Pri Why, if you muſt know, I got acquainted with 
him at a friend's houſe. , 

Barn, A friend's houſe ! A friend of yours indeed ? 

Priſ. Yes, a friend of mine—and he is my choice; and, 
if you da not give your conſent, wby I will marry him 
without it. 

Barn, Fetch me the key of the back-garret. 

Priſ. I know what you are going to do; you are going 
to lock me up; but I don't care. [ Cries, 

Sight. Pray, Sir, do not uſe the young lady ill on my 


Barn. Sirrab, leave the houſe this minute, 
Or I'll ſend to my Lord Mayor. 
Sight. Sir, I want not to ſtay in it; 
Wherefore do you rave and ſtare? 
Prif. You may lock me up in priſon : 
But I mind not that a ſtraw ; 
Y. Cock, Her'n the fault is more than his'n, 
Fen. Uncle, brother, pray withdraw. 
Barn. To bring up a romp's the devil. 
Fi } vid your ever ſee the like? 
Barn. Captain, pray, Sir, be ſo civil: 
T. Cock. Hold, Sir, hold, you muſt not ſtrike. 
' Barn, Life and death I'm out of patience, 
| And I will at nothing ſtick; 
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So niece, nephew, ward, relations, 
'Gad I'll play you all a trick. 
Y. Cocł. Stick at nothing ! pray, Sir, tarry ; 


Pen. What is it you mean todo? 
" Bar), Sblood, you dog, you flut, Ill marry ; 

Por, Marry ! 

T. Cock. Marry ! 

Priſ. n. 

Sipbt. You | 

Barn. Yes, I'll take a w'fe and fling you, - 
Take a wife, and get an heir; 

Att, Heaven to your ſenſes bring you: 


Ah, dear uncle! have a care, 
ACI II. SCENE, a garden behind Cockney 's boujes 

Priſcilla takes a letter from her pocket ; La Bloxd following. 
Prif. ERE, this way— come into the yard here——l 

| am afraid to ſpeak or move in the houſe, Fam 
ſo watched Here is a letter for the Captain—you will 
make apologies about my writing, becauſe the lines are a 
litile crooked ex cuſe my ſpelling too, and if he cannot 
make out all the words, do you help him. 

La Blond. Never fear, I ſhall take it to his lodgings wy- 
ſelf ; but it ſeems your guardian did not behave well to 
bim this morning; Maſter Watty too was unmaaneriy, 
and he ſwears vengeance againſt him, | | 

Priſ. With all my hear. Let him beat him while he 
is able to ſtand over him; but there is a rare buſtle within. 
The old man ſwears that Watty ſhall not have me now, 
and he is going to ſend me back to the Weſt-Indies direct- 
1y— He is, faith— He is gone to Deptford to ſpeak to a 
captain of a ſhip; but I will not go back to the Weſt-Indies 
for him. And what do you think 1 have done ?—T have 
perſuaded Watty that my love for the Captain, and my 
writing to him, was all only a ſham, | 

La Blond. A ſham } How could you do that? | 

Pri/. O, very eaſily, by flattering him up ;—by telling 
him he is a pretty young man, and has handſome legs, you 
may make him believe any thing. 

La Blond. Well, Miſs Priſſy, I am fure I with to ſee you 
happy with all my heart; but I am not unacquainted with 
the family of the Cockneys ; and, believe me, if they did 
not know you to be a young lady of a very large fortune, 
they would not make tuch a fuſs about you as they do. 

Pri/. O, I know that well enough—They are as frighten» 
ed as the vengeance now about my going to Jamaica, be- 
cauſe dhey think they ſhall loſe my money. So I have told 


Watty, chat if he can manage it, I will go off with him to 
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Scotland to- night, where they ſay folks may be married in 
fpite of any one. 

La Blind. Go off with him to Scotland ! - 

- Pri/; There, now ſhe is jealovus—Huſh ! ſpeak foftly— 
it is agreed between us, that we are to go out together as 
ſoon as it isdark. Don't you think that the Captain could 
hit upon ſome contrivance to meet us in the ſtreet, and take 
me from Wat'y ? He ſhall not have much trouble, for, ecod, 
will be willing enough to go; and if he does but bluſter 
and ſwear a hitle, poor Watty will be afraid to ſay a word, 

La Blond. Take you from him! 

Priſ. Why ' tis the only way to get me; if rt is not done to- 
night, it's odds but the old man will fend me off to-morrow. 

La Blond. Let me conſider a little. 

Priſ. What are you thinking off, Miſs La Blond ? 

La Blond. Why, look you, Miſs Priffy, this is a very ſo- 
rious affair, and ſhould be well wetghed before any thing i 
done in it. But I will go wich your letter to the Captain. 

Priſ. Ay, do, my dear, and when | am married to the 
Captain, you may have Watey yourſelf, if you like it; and 
F'dare fay, one day or other he will be an alderman, 
But, ſtay, let me go this way, and do you go that; for if 
they ſee us together, they may ſuſpect. Miſs La Blond, de- 
ſtre the Captain eo bring his ſervant along with him; and 
tell him, if he is a good fellow, he ſhall, when I am married 
to his maſter, have as much rum as ever he can drink for 
nothing. Exit Miſ La Blond. 

| Enter Toung Ceuckney. J | 

* Y. Cock. Miſs Priſſy, Miſs.Prifly, I want to ſpeak to you. 

Pref. Well, what do you want?! 

. Cock. Why, Miſs Priſſy, F have been thinking of 
what you were ſaying to me; and, if I was ſure you would 
not return to any of your own tricks 

Priſ. Why, to be ſure, Maſter Watty, I have been à very 
ſad girl, and I do not deſerve that you ſhould have any 
kindneſs for me. | 

T. Cock. Perbaps, Miſs Priffy, you think I cannot get a 
wiſe. There is a widow genilewoman, worth a matter of 
forty thoufand pounds; her huſband was a great ſugar- 
baker in Ratcliff Highway ; and, if I would marry her, 
ſhe would ſettle every farthing ſhe is worth upon me. 

"Pri. Indeed, I do not doubt it. 


» Cock. But you are for an officer, it ſeems, and I don't 


ſee that they are a bit cleverer than other people. I believe, 
I have been reckoned as genteel as any of them; a 
a 80 « - What 
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what is a little out ſide ſhew ? If you had a mind te go 10 
Scotland with this here Captain, now it's wdds if he could 
find money to pay for a poſl-chay. - 
Pri/. I don't care for the Captain; I wiſh you would not 
mention him at all—I am aſham-d when ever I think of him. 
F. Cock. And fo you ought, Miſs, we 
| Priſ. 1 know J ought, but I was bewitched, I am ſure 
| J have been crying about it like any thing; only ſee, 
| Watty, how red my eyes are. | 
T. Cet. Ah! fudge ! that is no crying, you have been 
putting an innton to them, — But, I ſay, if you get your- 
felf ready, I will go along with you as ſoon as it is duſk— 
Don't you think theſe cloaths become me, Miſs Priſſy? IL 
have a mind to take them along with us. 

Pri. You look very jemmy in them, I am ſure. 

. Cock, Why I think they ſhew the fall of my ſhoulders; I 
have a very fine fall in my ſhoulders; have not I, Miſs Priſſy? 

Pri/. Yes, indeed have you ? 

Y. Cech, Well, but there's one thing as perhaps you did 
not know, if you marry without my uncle's conſent, you are 
not to have no fortune; ſo that I am taking you hap at a 
hazard; and if he ſhould not forgive us afterwards, I ſhalt 
have you to maintain; which will be very hard upon me. 

Priſ. Oh! but he will forgive os; beſides, if you go 

- with me to Jamaica, Pll raiſe the negeis for us—'ctis only 
beating them well, giving them a few yams, and they'll do 
any thing you bid them. Sole EO 

Y. Cock, Well; we cannot go yet; but you may prepare 
yourſelf, while I ſtep in. Miſs Priſſy, don't you think our 
going off will be-in the news-papers ?—We hear that a 
great Veſt-Indian fortune has lately eloped with the ſon of 
an imminent grocer in the city - and when we come back, 
Lord! I warrant there will be noiſe enough made about us. 


[ Exit. 

Priſ. Quaſheba! Qu aſheba! Quaſheba! 

Quaſb. What, Miſly ? 

Priſ. Throw out my hat and my ſhawl : I will be ready 
in a minute; he ſhall not wait for me, I warrant him - How 
purely I have managed it. If the Captain does but meet 
us now— Watty thinks, as ſure as any thing, I will go off 
with bim—He is the greateſt fool that I ever knew—But 
fuppoſe the Captain does not meet us, muſt I go off with 
Watty ?—Ecod, I will not—l will bawl out in the ſtreet, 

and ſay he is running away with me—Let me ſee now, 
have I got all my thiogs ? have I forgot nothing ? 


— 
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Dear me, .o I long to be married, 
Aud iu my own coach to. be carried; 
Beſide me to ſec, 
How charming 'twill be! 
My huſband, and, may be, 
A ſweet little baby, 
As pretty as he. 
Already I hear 
Its tongue in my ear : 
Papa, papal 
Mama, mama! 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Oh, gracious ! what calling, 
What ſtamping, what bawling, 
When firſt I am miſs'd by the clan! 
Miſs Molly will chatter, 
Old Square Toes will clatter, , 
But catch me again if they can. N 
Dear me, how I long, &c. [ Exit, 


SCENE, Ludgate- Hill. Enter Sightly and Miſs La Blond. 

La Blond. Captain Sightly! Mercy on us, how you 
frighten'd me! 

Sight. Well, you ſee I am a true ſoldier, at my poſt and 
ready to engage, Her letter mentions the Bell-Savage- 
Inn—lf fo, we cannot be better ſtationed than here? 

La Blond. But I ſay, Captain, when you have got Miſs 
Tomboy, where do you think to take her ? 

Sight. To Scotland directly, my girl. 

La Blond. No, no, that will never do—She ſhall go and 
he at my aunt's to-night ; and in the morning I am certain 
we will hit upon a plan to get Mr. Barnacle's conſent to 
your marriage, 

Sight, Well, my dear, I will leave every thing to you; I 
am ſure I cannot be in more truſty hands. 

La Bl:zd. Huſh, huſh, I hear them coming: hide your- 
ſelf for a few minutes, [T hey retire. 
Enter Toung Cockney and Priſcilla, 

Priſ. La, Maſter Watty—you hurry ſo faſt—I vow I 
_ ſtop and reſt myſelf, ſo I muſt; I am as tired as any 
thing, 

7. Cock. Why would you not let me call a hackney 
coach then? But I tell you it will be dark preſently, and 
we ſhall meet ſome highwaymen on the road near London, 

Prif. Well, ſtay a moment then, till I tie my ſwaſh. 

Z. Cock. Well then, tie your ſwaſh, * 

Fri. It was you that was fo long before you came out 
—Oh, la! there are two great big men ſtanding at yonder 
corner=m—L won't go any father, Maſty Watty. 
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Y. Cock. What's the matter with you, Miſs Priffy ? La, 
you frighten me out of my wits. 

Pri. Maſter Watty, juſt ſtep to that corner, and ſee if 
they are gone, Never fear, I won't leave you. 

[ Priſcilla gives Young Cockney the end of her ſhanwl to hold, 
and while he is looking another way, ſhe runs off with Cap- 
fain Sightly, | 
T. Cock. If ever I knew the like of you! There's no 

danger; come along. [ Diſcovers the trick and runs after them, 

Scent, a rom at M.. La Blond's aunt's houſe. Enter Cap- 
tain Sightly, Priſcilla, and Miſs La Blond. The Captain 
faftens the door. 

. Cock, | at the outſide of the door. ] Miſs Priſſy, I know 
very well you are here; I ſa you with your Captain 
I wonder. you are not aſhamed of yourſelf, Miſs La Blond, 
to encourage a young lady to run away from her friends, 

Sight, What the devil ſhall we do now ? 

Priſ. [to the Captain.) Say | am not here. 

Sieht. 1 tell you, Sir, the is not here. 

Priſ. I tell you, Sir, ſhe is not : | 

T. Cock. Ab, ah ! I ſee you, Miſs, through the key-hole, 

Sight. What ſhall we do 

Priſ. Let him in, who's afraid? — Come in, Maſter 

Watty, who cares for you ? [She lets bim in. 

T. Cock, And who cares for yon—Will you come home, 

Miſs Prifly ? 6 
Priſ. No I won't=—T wiſh, Maſter Watty, you would 

make yourſelf ſcarce, | 

T. Oct. Well, Miſs, you will be made to repent of this. 


' Pri}, Get you gone, you nafly thing, you! 
| Do you think I care for you? 
J. Crck. I'll go, and ſhortly bring you 
Thoſe ſhall make you dearly rue. 
And to you, Sir, I'll bring two, Sir. 
Sight. 


Priſ. Nuo, Sir? who, Sir? who? 


T. Cach. Never mind, no matter who. 
Sighe, If that here yuu longer tarry, 
You may chance away to carry 
That you will not hke to bear. 
Priſ. You'll well be beaten. 
N Cock, What! you threaten ! 


Poll Captain, draw your ſword and ſwear, 


Sight. *Sblood and thunder! Ta Blend. Keep aſunder! 
Y. Cocks Let him touch me if be dare. | 
Priſ. Maſter Watt—1'I! tell you what, 
Home you had much better trot, = 
| T. C:ck, 


; 
| 
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7. Cock. Will you go with me, or not? 
Priſ. Trot, Watt, 1 will not. | 
Get you gone, you naſty thing, &c. 
[ Priſcilla puts herſelf in a boxing attitude, and beats Young 
ockney off. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE, Cockney's houſe. Enter Barn. T. Cock. and Pen. 
Barn. I fay I will not ſee her let her go from whence ſhe 
camel ſuall write her friends in Jamaica word, by the next 
packet, that I was not ſtrong enough to hold her, and that 
when | was on the eve of ſending her back to them, ſhe ran 
away from me, with a young fellow that nobody knows. 
. Cock. Do fo, uncle; and I wonder ſhe has the impu- 
dence to come back, after ſtaying out all night. 
Barn. And, I wonder, ſirrah, you dare have the impu- 
dence to take her out, when I ordered her to keep her room : 
it is all your doings. | | 
Pen. Well, pray, dear Sir, let me prevail upon you to ſee 
her, and hear what ſhe can ſay for herſelf. 
T. Cock. She can ſay nothing for herſelf, ſiſter Penny; and 
J believe Miſs La Blond was concerned along with them, 


however fair ſhe may carry it, 


Pen. Well, uncle, will you condeſcend to ſee this mad girl 
Barn. Where is ſhe ? | 
Pen. Above, in my chamber ; ſhe is afraid to come down 


without your permiſſion, ſhe ſeems really ſorry for what ſhe has 


done, and perhaps things may not be ſo bad as they appear. 

T. Cock O, I warrant they are bad enough. 

Barn. I'lf break youn bones, you dog! 

T. Cock, For what? ; 

Barn. Bid that girl come hither. [ Zait Penelope.] Bu 
here, take this ſtick ; I will not truſt myſelf near her with it, 
leſt I ſhould do her a miſchief. [Gives bis cane to T. Cockney, 

Enter Priſcilla and Penelope. 

Barn, Oh ! madam Run-a-way 
Priſ. Don't be angry, pray don't, and I'll tell you 

Barn. Huſſey, what made you go out laſt night? g 

Priſ. Why, it was Maſter Watty made me; we were go- 
ing to Scotland to be married, 

Barn. To Scotland! Oh! you dog, Walter! 

Y- Cock, Well, it was ſhe herſelf propoſed it. 5 

Priſ. Suppoſe I d d, you know when I was in the houſe 1 
never could be at reſt for him; he was always making love to 
me. | 

Z. Cock. I make love to her ! I never ſpoke a civil word 
to her in all my life. 


Barn. 
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Barn, Hold your tongue, firrah ; but I ſay, where have 


you been all night ? let me hear that, 

Priſ, You'll be angry. 

Barn. Tell me the truth. 

Priſ. Why the gentleman that loves me, the officer that 
was here yeſterday, met me and Maſter Watty in the ſtreet, 
and fo he took me away from him And but why did little 
Watty take me out ? 

Barn. Ay, it's very true, it's all your fault, firrah ; but 
where did he take you? 

Prif. To his lodgings ; for he ſaid he loved me fo, he 
could not live without me; and if I did not conſent to be 
his wife, he ſaid he would kill himſelf on the ſpot, 

Barn. Kill himſelf, you wicked girl ! 

Pri I knew you would be in a paſſion about it, 

Barn. Hark you, huſſy, I have but one queſtion more to 
aſk you : are you ruined, or not ? h | 

Priſ. Oh dear— he, he, he—— 

Barn. You impudent —. 

Priſ. Little Watty makes me laugh. 

Barn. And ſo you and the gentleman paſſed for man andwife? 

Pri. Why, I'll aſſure you, at firſt I was very much againſt 
it, for I ſaid I did not think it was becoming; and he faid 
he would rather lie in the fireet than incommode me: and I 
. ſeeing him fo polite, faid he ſhould not run the riſk of catch- 
ing cold for the love of me — 

Barn. And ſo you | 

Pri Why, he ſaid he would be civil to me, and 'nffure 
he'll marry me, for he gave me his promiſe two or three times, 

Barn. Get you gone, huſly ! 

Priſ. I knew now, this would be the way. 

Enter Seræ ant. 

Serv, Captain Sightly, Sir, deſires to ſpeak to you. 

- Pern. Deſire him to walk up, [ Exit Servant. 

Prif. Sir, if you pleaſe to call to Watty. 

Y Cock. Sir, pleaſe to ſpeak to Prifly ! 

Barn, Have done, you couple of devils. 

Enter Captain Sightly and Miſs La Blond. 

Barn. Sir, Iin inform'd that your name is Charles Sight. 
ly, lieutenant in I know not what regiment of foot; that 
you have ſeduced this girl 

Pri. Well, why don't you ſay we are married? 
Barn. In a word, Captain, I-am inform'd my hopeful 
ward here has paſſed the night at your |Mgings—Anſwer me 
upon your honour ; is it ſo or not ? for in that cafe, I mult 

cen 


een give her to you. | 
Sight, You aſk me upon my honour ? 
Barn. Ay, I do, Sir. | 
Sight. Then, Sir, I will not give it in a falſhood for my 
intereſt ; the young lady is perfectly innocent; and this is 
only a ſcheme to ineline you to conſent to our marriage. 
Priſ. Oh, you foo! | 
Barn. Hold your tongue, impudence— You are a brave 
young fellow, I believe, and more deſerving of her than my 
| own relation; therefore l give her to you; and let this teach 
you for the future, to uſe candour on all occaſions. 

Priſ. Oh, my dear guardian [Nun and khifſes hin. 

Barn. Vos ſpoil my wig—Let me hear no more of you. 
Hark you, child, [to Mi/s La Blond.) Do you think, if 2 
huſband was thrown in your way, old — to be your fa- 
ther, that old Nic would not tempt you - you underſtand me? 

La Blond. Sir, I think I ſhould make a good wife. 

Barn. Say ſt thou ſo, my girl? why then I will marry you 
myſelf to-morrow morning —Ladies and gentlemen, you are 
heartily welcome—Pray ſalute the young bride and bride. + 
groom : and now let us forget all paſt bickerings and miſun- {| 
derſtandings, and be as merry as muſic and good cheer can 
make you, - | 
T. Cock, Hear, city youths, this friendly rhime, 

"Tis worthy well attending; 

O go not on, your precious time 

In vain delights miſſpending: - 

Bucks, bloods, and ſmarts, reform your ways, 

Leave dancing, wenching, gaming, plays; 

Firſt get the caſh, then cut a flaſlh, s | 
Nor be aſham'd of meuding. 7 


Sight. I have been naughty, I conſeſs, 
But now you need nut doubt it, 
I mean my follies to redrefs, 
And Graight will ſet about it: 
lis modeſt ſw2etneſs gives the grace 
To birth, to fortune, and to face: | 
1 hat charm ſecure, will long endure, 
And all is vain without it. 


Priſ. And now Gur ſcenic taſk is done, 
This comes of courſe, you knew, Sirs; 
We drop the maſk off, every one, 
And ftand in fats que, Sirs 3 
Your ancient friends and fervants we, 
Who humbly wait for your decree ; 
One gracious ſmile to crown our tcl, 


And happy let us go, Sirs. | [Excunt mici. 
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